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Married Men Make 
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THE MAN WHO HAS IT MADE 

He had money, looks, a creampuff job, and he balled more chicks in an 
average year than most men do in a lifetime. Then he met a swinger who 
made him drop his cool—and he wondered if he'd ever be able to pick it up 
again. 

D by NORMAN WIN SKI 

rake McQuire awoke this Friday morning as he had been awakening 
every Friday morning for the last five years; luxuriantly content with 
himself and facing a day and weekend rich with sensate promises. His hand 
reached over and groped under the covers but did not make the contact he 
had expected. He turned on his pillow and shook the last vestige of sleep 
from his curly blonde head. Eve was gone. He smiled. In his mind’s eye he 
could see her petite, round and nude figure stealing out of bed, tiptoeing 
into the bathroom for lustrations, inside and out, noiselessly donning last 
night’s party dress and fluffing off to her apartment where _ she would 
change for work. He smiled again, vividly remembering last night’s forty 
minutes of pure, crazy animality. Eve really “swung” that time. Sweet as 
warm sherbet, that little doll. But he’d have to dump her. She was getting 
too serious. You take a girl out to dinner three or four times, slip it to her 
once or twice, and she thinks you’re ready for the altar. “Not this cowboy, 
Eve, dear,” Drake whispered to himself, flicking on the hidden stereophonic 
on his way to the shower. He was enjoying his free-wheeling and haremes- 
que bachelorhood too much to have it cribbed by any one chick. 


At twenty-seven Drake had ample reason for reveling in the single life 
he led. For, by all popular male standards, he had everything and more that 
a young man dedicated to tumbling every skirt that caught his fancy needed. 
For the past four years he had a new Jaguar each year, and how splendid 
he felt when, sitting crouched behind the wheel in goggles, car-coat and 
shiny black gloves, he saw envious male eyes and interested females acknowl¬ 
edging him flashing by. His apdrtment was eight stories above Washington 
Square in the Village, every detail of which juxtaposed to say to the cap¬ 
tured female of the night, “Here lives a noble young stud who is hip and in- 
defatiguable.” His liquor cabinet was always stocked with Johnny Walker, 
Teacher’s, Grant’s, Jim Beam, Black and White, and the refrigerator was 
never without a couple of six-packs. He belonged to three private key clubs, 
including PLAYBOY. By playing the market carefully but regularly he 
’ managed to amass eight thousand dollars in savings, and never had less than 
</ five-hundred in checking. In the summer he flew to California for the Mont¬ 
erey Jazz Festival. In the winter he skied in Vermont. He had been to Eu- 
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The Army Di uivs. 
For Allegedly Gsii 
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• MONEY BACK GUARANTEE • 


it's Here! it's Delicious! The new taste sensation "CRASH weight gain plan" hems you 
drink on pounds...Up lo a-pound a day while you rest...Retax...watch TV. See measur- 
ahle gains instantly and say goodhye lo your skinny, undesirahle String-dean dofly. NOW l 


gains 18 pounds 
in 14 days! 

he needed so badly. The 

14 days after he started 
the Crash-Weight Plan and 

wafaidd 4* glassesof Crash 
gr F S£5 

SHOULDN'T THIS 
HAPPEN TO YOU? 
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gains 14 pounds 

in 14 days! 

James Parker of Ft. Worth, 
Texas writes: "It’s Fantas- 

172 pounds in 14 days. 

days am^added 2 inches to 

WHY NOT YOU? 


1 











































































































£ 4 *^ 












my son 
the j 
writer, 
that’s 
who! 



































‘‘UIUII 
































SATISFY 

YOUR WIFE 






















PADS ON WINGS 


oo long ago the mark 
the really adept 
ut-women was the 
- cabin cruiser own- 
price of these toys 
me than set apart the 
inded male from his 
dthly peers. And al- 
stories abound con- 


their ships 
enticement 


noe. The quarters 
often than not too 
nd the menu of en- 
lt was limited, 
^lition of the above 
tct that the jet age 


Come Josephine in my flying 
machine and we’ll swing. But 
look out for the birds, air 
pockets, lightning and the 
pilot—especially when he 
put the plane on 
remote control. 







er besides ducking birds and 
going loop the loop, consider 
Hugh Hefner’s personal DC- 
8 and Frank Sinatra’s Lear 
Jet. Both are equipped in the 
grand style of a luxury hotel 
complete with bar and fold 
out double beds. Reputedly, 
the Federal Aviation Agency 
has on record a request that 
seems rather strange until 
you examine the reasons be¬ 
hind it. It seems that some¬ 
body requested type certifica¬ 
tion for seat belts to be in¬ 
stalled on the floor of Mr. 
Sinatra’s plane. When the 
FAA questioned the purpose 
of the seat belts they were 
told that Mr. Sinatra want¬ 
ed them installed so he could 
be lying down during take 
offs, landings, and turbulent 
weather. The FAA denied the 
request, but belts or no it 
isn’t too difficult to imagine 
the possibilities behind the 
request. 

Of course you can count 
the numbers of those who are 
equipped with such exotic 
bedrooms in the sky in short 
order. The Hefners, Sina¬ 
tras, and Autrys serve as the 
pinnacles of a very enviable 
minority and imitate them as 
best you can. As usual the 
only real difference is money. 
And so the less you have, the 
smaller your “beautiful bal¬ 
loon.” Remember even the 
guy with the row boat once 
stood a better chance than 
the fellow with no boat at all. 
So, as you scale down the eco¬ 
nomic measure of success you 
find the greatest number of 
high flying body snatchers 
in the upper middle income 
group. 

And since they can ill-af- 51 


swinger has switched ships. 
Instead of the sloop he now 
has an aircraft with which 
to impress his bevy of full 
breasted beauties. After all, 
how many eager loined love¬ 
lies wouli^rather “fly in your 
beautiful Tinachine” than have 
their blonde tresses turn 
green from the salt spray? 


And in the end the results are 
the same; although usually 
in more comfortable quarters 
hundreds of miles from home 
than in a narrow bunk on 
the rolling seas. 

Should there remain any 
doubt in your minds, that a 
great deal more can and does 
happen in the wild blue yond¬ 





^ ford the million dollars to 
Sjoutfit themselves with a Lear 
™Jet or Douglas DC-8, (used 
of course), they invest in the 
smaller, less expensive, pro¬ 
peller driven aircraft. Mod¬ 
ern aviation technology has 
advanced the state of the art 
to the point where just about 
anyone can safely handle this 
type of airplane. And so the 
would-be sky swinger need 
- only spend about a thousand 
dollars for his flying license 
enabling him to soar and 
score with the best of them. 

A prime example is Piper 
Aircraft’s Cherokee line. To 
the average person who 
thinks that light planes are 
made from wood, wire, and 
cloth, the Cherokee series will 
come as a bit of a shock. The 
Cherokee Six is of all metal 
construction, equipped with 
a 300 hp fuel injected en¬ 
gine, and has a maximum 
cruise speed of over 150 mph. 
The interior of this seven 
place aircraft is finished in 
a style equal to anything of¬ 
fered by Detroit’s auto mak¬ 
ers. The maximum cruising 
range of the Six is some sixty 
miles shy of the thousand 
mark, more than sufficient 
to wisk that little lovely far 
from the prying eyes of 
friends or disgruntled hus¬ 
bands. And if your budget 
won’t permit the investment 
of the 10 to 15 thousand dol¬ 
lars to buy one of these beau¬ 
ties, you can always rent one 
for only about $2.00 per 
hour including fuel, etc. That 
puts flying well within the 
range of the ^ upper middle 
income group;'' 

For those who wouldn’t 
52 


think of driving anything 
slower than a Ferrari 250 GT 
the Navy has recently re¬ 
leased their Temco Jet fight¬ 
er-trainer for use by general 
aviation. There are no frills 
on this one, just functional 
equipment, allowing for a 
maximum cruise speed of 
345 mph and a maximum 
diving speed of 518 mph. 
That ought to provide a thrill 
or two for the speed happy 
lass in search of some real 
action. The service ceiling for 
Temco’s TT-1 is 32,000 feet 
requiring the use of oxygen 
equipment for both passenger 
and pilot. Fully aerobatic,- 
the TT-1 will fly in any posi¬ 
tion you’re brave enough to 
try and is guaranteed to keep 
that calloused young lady in 
the back from nagging at 
your style. More than likely 
it will take" a cohple of hours 
and several double scotches 
before she recovers from the 
first ride, but it will be worth 
it, Ace. All the way. Oh, the 
price tag for this little nip¬ 
per is only $40 thousand. 

Another fun machine is 
North American’s P-51 fight¬ 
er. This fabled Mustang has 
been called the ultimate in 
propeller driven aircraft. 
During WW-II P-51’s out 
shot and out flew the best 
Germany could send up. Per¬ 
haps the most photographed 
of all fighting airplanes the 
model F-51D was equipped 
with 1,650 hp Royce Merlin 
engine and a two stage su¬ 
percharger. The huge four 
blade propeller swings in an 
18 foot arc and accounts for 
the unmistakable whine 
which is the mark of the Mus¬ 


tang. The model F-51H, pow¬ 
ered by a 2,000 hp engine, 
has a maximum speed of 490 
mph and can climb to 42,000 
feet. During the Korean War 
the P-51 was the only prop 
driven fighter to successful¬ 
ly engage the Russian MIG 
15 and is currently in use for 
ground support operations in 
Vietnam. Several of these 
fantastic airplane are for sale 
and run anywhere from $10 
to $100 thousand depending 
upon condition, equipment, 
etc. No matter what the cost, 
the P-51 remains every bit as 
impressive as when it first 
appeared late in WW-II. And 
even if the object of your af¬ 
fections is too young to re¬ 
member World War II, the 
Mustang is more than enough 
airplane for any girl. If for 
no other reason, its lines are 
sexy and it’s all airplane. 

On the other end of the 
scale there are airplanes 
which just about anyone can 
afford. For the price of a new 
Volkswagen you can pick up 
a pre-war vintage aircraft 
which will cruise anywhere 
from 90 mph to 120 mph and 
has a iot of air hours left. In 
many respects these older air¬ 
planes are ihord fun to fly 
than their modern counter¬ 
parts. Aside from sheer econ¬ 
omy of operation, these little 
cloth moths as they are call¬ 
ed, allow you to open the 
windows on those warm sum¬ 
mer evenings and feel the 
wind ih your face and even 
yell at your friends on the 
ground. It may not be as im¬ 
pressive as a jet but it’s still 
flying and after all, that’s 
the name of the game. @ 
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An Important Message 

To Every Man And Woman 

In America 

Losing His Or Her Hair 
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NAKED CLOSE-UPS 
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SAGA OF 
OLD MAN 


Time. But Better to have been discovere 
circumstances than not at all, and if the 
to the anthropoids hadn’t discovered r 
did, who knows, my spirit might still be 
into the ether above some marsh, and 
would be the worst for it. For I have | 







Som e bleary eyed views of the singular substance that swings! 


occasional cocktail sipper, to grandma and her daily 
afternoon nipper ... for medicinal purposes, of 
course ... the great multitude indulges. 

There's the harried business man, down to his 
last million shares of GM, finding solace after wor¬ 
rying over his wife’s charge accounts and his mis¬ 
tress' latest indiscretions ... he drinks. There’s the 
young teenager, guzzling a half-pint behind the boys 
iocker room at the Junior Prom, showing his manli¬ 
ness ... he drinks. Then there’s the sailor on liberty, 
the prostitute on patrol, the playboy in his pent¬ 
house, the pimp on the prowl, the matron spiking 
her mid-afternoon tea at the PTA, and the curly- 
haired hero seducing his latest on T.V. 

The high and low, the mighty and the raunchy, all 
partake. Why, if it weren’t for me the course of his¬ 
tory would have been changed. 

Do you think Caesar would have crossed the Rubi¬ 
con or Lindberg flown the Atlantic,;without my in¬ 
fluence. And conversely, you know Napoleon would 
have never been so foolhardy as to attack Moscow, 
if I hadn’t subtly persuaded him. Yes, despite what 


some misguided, misinformed people say about me, 
poor wretches, I have performed great services and 
acts of charity for mankind, and their fanatical dem¬ 
onstrations against my existence fill me with re¬ 
morse. Ded enough it is that I am forced to go about 
in disguise, forced to wear dull, brown wrapping 
paper in some places, rather than the colorful, ele¬ 
gant costumes which were designed and tailored ex¬ 
pressly for me, but when through the edict of nine 
old men I am bodily evicted from the sophisticated 
environs of the cocktail lounge and consigned to that 
crude receptacle . . . ugh! ... the bathtub, that is 
going too far. I will not be linked with unsavory 
characters. 

So next time you see a big-time drinker crowing 
about his ability to belt them down, remember, take 
it with a grain of salt, or better still, add a slice of 
lemon like they do with tequila down Mexico way. 
For it isn’t the drinker who calls the tune, but rather 
the drink, and after centuries, Old Man Booze, like 
Johnny Walker, is still going strong. ■ 
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